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TRE © authars | reſpectfully acyuaints his 


Readers, the Incidents in the Second Act, of 
« conveying the Letter, and diveſting the Ser- 


vant of his Apparel,” he met with in an ob- 
folete Farce, alter'd the Language, and ventur d 
to adopt them. For the great and univerſal 


Approbation which has attended this his "firſt 
Eſſay, he feels himſelf indebted to the kind 


Attention of Mr. Lzwis, and the very capital 
Efforts of each Performer; their ſucceſsful En- + 


deavours muſt be remembered with Delight by a 


_ diſcerning Public, and the warmeſt . 
by a thankful Individual. "x 7 
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your hoſpitable Manſion, where your Liberality 


— 70 
THOMAS HARRIS, Fh. 


PROPRIETOR OF THE THEATRE ROY AL, 
.COVENT-GARDEN. 


e IIS 1 | 5 4 


3 HArrr i in an Opportunity of  *' | 
a mib acknowledging the Comfort and Satis- a 
faction I have for Years enjoyed, in Union with ; 
all thoſe whom Fortune has partially placed under 
your Direction, allow me to entreat your Accep- 
tance of this trivial (but ſincere) Proof of my 
* and Eſteem. 
The Iriſnman in London's firſt vii was to 


ſoon provided him a ſettled Habitation. He, 20 
however, now grows deſirous of extending his ac. 
quaintance, in the vain Idea of convincing the 
World, your Protection has not been beſtowed - 
on a worthleſs Object. Your granting him the 
Sanction of your Name, muſt ſecure his future . 
Proſperity, and add to the many "Favors con- | 
ferred on him, who is, with the livelieſt Senſe of | | | 
yu Kindneſs, | 


Dear She your reſpectful ad | a 
| ” much obliged, : 
March 14, 55 8 obedient Servant, 
Mo. 3, Mary Street. WILIA M<CREADY. 
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Enter StryMoux. 


Sc. WWELCO ME, once more, my native 
country! Being immured thtee long 


months on board a ſhip, makes _ appear 
more delightful than even our fancy can paint it. 
Tet, am J almoſt inſenſible to the . from 
being at ſo great a diſtance from my beloved 
Caroline. —Oh, Jamaica, happy place! which 


contains all that is dear to me on earth. Her 


cruel father muſt have intercepted the letters 


I wrote: from America —or ſhe would have 


1 contrived to let her Seymour know, ſhe ſtill re- 
tained the ſame tender affection fot: him Good 
© heaven! is it poſũble? Ha! reaſon contradicte 


my ſenſe of ſeeing, and alle my gur Paſt are 


8 eee Tir he! 


— 
# 0 * 
1 a 1 
713 + 00 5 


Enter Mr. 395 ? F , ' 


Dear Sir, my joy at ſeeing the parent of n my 
Caroline ſo e | 


Fro. 
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Hol. This affurance is paſt bearing ; Damm . 
it, I never am to be happy—T left the e Weſt- In- 
dies to live in quiet, 'and here, one of the firſt. 
things that preſents itſclf, is the perſon of all 
dthers N with to avoid But my daughter is in 
my power, and ſhall marry the man I have ſe- 


lected for her 17 11 take care of her hap- 
| pineſs. 1 * ＋ 3 28 5 5 


Seym. Great care, * to "Lerifce her 
againſt her inclinations to ſome OR Is 
who is he? Let me know where 

Froft. No matter who he is, or what he is; or 
where he lives, or where I live; you know but 
little of my family at preſent, and I am deter- 


mined you ſhall know leſs. 


Sym. Will you liſten to common ſenſe or 
reaſon : ? 


». Froſt, Yes; who have you brogght that can 


| ſpeak them/?. 


 Seymp Come, a: Sir, what! o objection ean 

Le: make to me? 1 family is eee 
le. 41. 

Froſt. That may be—but you are a younger 


brother, - D 
Seym. Then, Sir, my charaQter and principles 
are; hopes: vi 10 dit [owy: 


Froft. Such as metal our modern youths, 
-whitunth into all the luxury and exceſſes of the 
town, and then are obliged. to fly the country, 
while the honeſt tradeſman and induſtrious me- 
*Chanic'{ink into penury and wretchedneſs. 

Seym. I am acquainted with none ſuch, nor do 

J ever cordially reckon a man in the liſt of my 
friends, who could turn away from the cries of the 


needy, or ſhut the open hang of mercy from the 
C c Frl. 


e FARCE. 4x 


1 


be ©F rofl. You Jon' t marry my daughter—there 
fore be ſatisfied. 
« Seym. Sir, my. family i is good, my conduct 
irreproachable, my fortune tolerable, and then, 
Sir, I have the honour. to bear a Commiſſion in— 
e Fraoſt. That— that sone thing about y ou, 1 
don't like, the army. How could your ſenſible 
For ever think of that? To 80 and be ſhot 135 
| e 
e Seym. Come, come, Sir; don- c attempt 10 
ridicule a profeſſion, which is the pride of every 
nation—W hat youth, poſſeſſed of the leaſt ſpirir, 
would remain inactive, when the ſons of our So- 
vereign ſet ſo glorious an example, by qualifying 
themſelves to aſſiſt in defending their native 
country, in the field and on the ocean. 
| Froſt. Gad, I believe he is not ſo bad as I 
thought him; but Liny is engaged, my word 
given to a young fellow with a fine fortune, and I 
always retain dent inciple of honour, to ſerve my 
| froends,. when, in dent + doubly ſerve myſelf, 
Exit. 
| Sem. Aſtoniſhing ! 'Tis ſome comfort; how- 
ever, to know ſhe is in England—1 would "follow 
him, but it is now the preciſe time Mr. Wilſon. - 
appointed to meet me, as. ſecond to the gentle- 
man who has challenged my friend, Tieurenliite 
Corbett; and here muſt I continue, though af the 
expence of happineſs, or, perhaps, be diſgraced, 
for a violation of the moſt pernicious cuſtom 
ever regarded in a civilized nation. 


Emer EvwanF 


Edward. Oh. Sir, ſuch news Miſs Caroline 
is in town, has been here theſe two months—I 


found it out. by the greateſt chance, „ 
B 2 Sem 


1 t2 THE IRISHMAN 0 LONDON ; 


[ eo Schm. How, how? 
Edward. Why, Sir, I. met gung, Penne 
to him that I had left vou in America, and he 
told me they were all come; and that there was 
eat doings preparing for an elegant young 
ellow from Ireland, who was to marry Miſs 22 
roline immediately. 
Sm. By heavens! no ſuch circumſtance ever 
ſhall take place; and how to prevent it? Ed- 
ward, you, in general, have a happy invention, 
and, 1 am certain, if you exert it, you mi ht 
gain me an interview, or, at all events, ſome f. r. 
ther intelligence. | 
Edward (ings) © The perquiſite ſoftens us into 
conſent.” Ah! my invention and genius are at 
1h I prefeac employed; contriving how I ſhall avoid 
ff the civilities of my taylor, ſhoemaker, waſher- 
1 Voman, and a few other friends, whom L left 
7 rather abruptly Now they'll renew their former 
N j mode of paying their reſpects to me; and though 
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Ji 1, never return one viſit, they'll ſtill continue their 
kind enquiries—If J had but a few guineas to ſa- 
tisfy thoſe gentry, my mind would be eaſy, my 
rſon free; and thus diſencumbered, I ſhould 
i - moſt certainly deviſe means to deliver from my 
j | maſter, a letter to his dear Caroline, before ſhe 
. cCionſults her downy pillow this night. 

| Seym. My honeſt fellow, make good your words, 

1 and twenty guineas ſhall be your reward, 
| Edward. Twenty guineas! twenty? She has 
or I mean ſhe ſhall have the letter. Write it, 

Sir, write it Let me have it. 
Seym. While I ſtop to write, be very particu- 
lar in obſerving any gentleman that may be here- 


— 
— IVES 
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i abouts; and if he ſhould ſeem at a loſs, direct 
j him to me, or come directly for me, 
q Edward ; 
| 
18 
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Edward Oh Lad] 1 Oh, Sir, yonder I ſee © 
my taylor—I told you theſe people would im- 
pede my march, if I was not prepared for them. 
Dear me, how ſhall I avoid him? 

Sseym. Avoid him! Who is he ? What's his 
| noche; 0 | 
Edward. His name is a—the—oh FRE it, 
*tis very odd I never can remember the name f 
a man I owe money to—that is, when I am poor; 
for then I am always dejected at the fight of them. 
But when 1 have money, and can pay them, I 
face them as bold as a lion. How do you do, 


lays I, how do you do? 


Seym. With thoſe principles 't's a pity yon 
ſhould ever want—Here, take this, and obſerve. 
my directions while I write the letter. Exit. 
Edward. I will, Sir What's here? ten-guj- 
neas! Mr. Snjp !—Oh, he's off ſome other way, 
and I'll be damn'd if I call him back—Let me ſee; 
ten guineas! my maſter is a noble fellow I wiſh 
he was -2 General, then his pocket might keep 
pare with his heart—At preſent, the one is always 
aday's march behind the orher—Byt how ſhall I 
| contrive to deliver my maſter's letter? No mat- 
ter I'll truſt to chance, and convince him with 
all his deſpair 
That E Brela ib wit, Beru er ai 4 by one | 
Lite 2 ngliſh valoyr full 2 overcome. Su 


Enter CoLLoowys 


cl. Oh London, London, dear London, 28 
Ercher ſays, had I millions, I'd ſpend it all there 
_—it's the mer! for enjoyment The leedies ſo be- 
witching, the Anden 1 elegant, the theatres ſo 
_ © enchanting, 
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enchanting, the players ſo greet, and, in ſhort, 
every thing ſo captivating, that I wiſh from my 
heart I may never leave it Where is this ſer- 
vant of mine ? I decleer there is no bearing his 
' Inattention, —I deſired him to meet me here at 
this time preciſely ; pon my honour I muſt no 
longer neglect viſiting 2s Froſt and the 


leedies. 


Munrock 1 inging without, 


( W; Il men both high and low, we are both neat and 
1 handy, 

& The ladies every where we go, allows we are the dandy; 

6 To be ſure we are, and inaged we are. ; 


Enters. 


Coll. Indee 1 I'll break your chick head, if y you 
don't hold your tongue, and ill me did you find 
the plece, and bring me the money? 

Murt. Well, well, I will, Sir The- och, 
Sir, I wiſh we were at home again—This 1 is the 
divil of a place. 

Coll. 1 ſay, ſirrah, have you found the bankers? 

Murt. No, in troth, Sir. | 

Coll, No! pray thin, where s the chick I gave 

ou ? 2 
7 Murt. Where why ſure, Sir, you did not 
bid me keep it? 
Coll. I bid you give it to the banker, and bring 
the money; where is it? 

Murt. Why, Ill tell you, Sir—The truth is, 
I did not give him the check—Nor the devil a 
farthing he gave me—for [ didn" t ſee him at all, 
at all. 

Coll. Was there iver rack a Pn ſcoun- 
drel! Tell me this moment, where, and what you 
Have been about? 

Murt. 


A FARCE. 31 2114. 


Murt. Och! faith! and I have been tumbled 
about bravely; for the people here, walk the 
ſtreets as if they coudn't ſee for one parſon gave 
me a drive on one fide, and when I only turned to 
ax him what he done that for, another gave me a 
ſhoulder with his elbow on the t other ſide So, 
upon my ſoul, Sir, I was going backward every 
ſtep I went forward—B ut at laſt, I faw a croud 
ſtaring up, ſo myſelf ax'd decently what was the 
matter —ſtop, and luck up, ſays the man, and 
vou' ll ſee: myſelf did fo, and there was too black 
pictures of men, with ſhillelys in their fiſts, 
thumping at one another, becauſe the clock was 
ſtriking When it had done, they had done, 
and e for I found they picked my pocket 
of the chick that I held faſt in my hand, and every 
thing I had in the world; and che That off oy; head 
Ane the bargain. 

Coll. The raſcal has best gaping about, in bid 
of minding his buſineſs—I wall moſt ANY 
end: you home, Dk.” 4% 

9 Och! worrow io; Sir, anch me n 
but mind, I won't go to ſea, I got enough of that; 
if once I get to ſweet Balinrobe, the devil burn 
me if ever I wiſh to ſee foreign parts again, or 
any, but our netrel parts at home to be ſure, 
it is the ſweeteſt little place in the n Ireland 
18.—.— 

Coll. Why, you ſcoundrel, doyou want to bring 
a mob about us? hold your tongue about Ireland, 
- I ſay G0 wait at home for my and don t be ex- 
poſing — 7 (1952 

Murt. Expubing! to aids of elend Faith, 
Sir, begging your pardon, I think a man does 
not deſarve to belong to any country, that's 
- aſhamed to own it. | Exeunt. 


Enter 
\ 


4A 


16 THE IRISHMAN IN LONDON ; 
Enter Skyvuoun. 


2 Sem eym. I have diſpatch'd Edward with my 
; jetter, and ſhall be all anxiety till he returns 

This, I ſuppoſe, is the gentleman from Mr. 
| Wilſon—Srr, I entreat your pardon, I ſaw you 
in converſation, ſo preſumed to finiſh a letter. 

6 Coll. Pray, Sir, meek no apologies, as we 
are ſhortly to be cloſely connected They are 
quite unneceſſary (fide) Pon my honor he looks 
very young for the lady's father; but perhaps he 

is her = %. Maſs and that's the fame thing. 
Sem. Sir, I ſincerely with every thing to be 
amicably ſettled. 

« Coll. Amicably? By my word, but there's 
no fear of that—When people are willing, you 
know it requires no time to make up their minds, 
however awful the occaſion may be. 

ce Seym. Awful indeed, Sir ! But I hoped the 
whole affair might drop where it begun, and no 
more be thought of it on either ſide. 
. C0. Drop, Sir! *pon my honour, with 
my conſent, it never Pall drop, at leaſt I hope 
we Hall not be fo far in the faſhion,. as £0 part 
until one or other is dead. 
e Seym. How: poſitive gentlemen of Ireland 
are in caſes of this nature! I can't ſay, Sir, but 
1 am heartily concerned to fee you fo ſtrenuous in 
a bad cauſe. 

Coll. A bad cauſe | ? Now I think it a very 
4 Toe cauſe—and one I'll not eaſily relinquiſh ; 
for, tho 1 don't know I have any violent 4 


fection for the object, yet I can't ſubmit to ſuch 


an impoſition on my underſtanding. 
; « Seym. Well, Sir, ſince this is your deter- 
[26 — pleaſe to mention your time and 


place. 
| | Cell, 


A FACE: :;; 7. 


« Coll. That, Sir, ſhall be ſolely as you pleaſe, 

« Seym. What if we refer it to the proncigga ; 
co ſettle? | 
. Coll. With all my heart; benaule, as I am 
one, I know my own reſolution,” and I hope the 
Lady knows her's. | 
cc Seyn. The Lady, Sir ? What Lady | ? | 
« Coll. Why the Lady we're talking bouts 
and that I'm going to be married to. 

ce Seym. Sir, I beg pardon; but we are in a 

ſtrange error. Pray, did not you come here as, 
ſecond in an affair of honour deren two | a 
men? 


c Coll. Pon my a Ste, 1 did not; I came N 55 


as firſt in an affair of honour between a lady and 
myſelf; I was enquiring for her father, who lives 
ſome where in this neighbourhood.—I hope, Sir, 
you'll excuſe this miſtake. 
ce FSeym. Sir, twas a mutual error, therefore 
apologies: are uſeleſs—It's probable: ſome halfe 
witted genius has led us into this blunder—Sir, 
our obedient, | | Exit, 
& Call. Sir, your humble ſervant—T muſt return 
to my apartment for the addreſs of my intended 
Father-in-law ! Oh, I wiſh. the jackanapes that 
cauſed this confuſion between — If and that gen- 
tleman, was within the reach of my keen, I'd larn 
: 1 that the . blunder an Iriſhman could 
commit, would be to neglect — the im- 


nn Poppy cher ons him,” Feil. 


SCENE 
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ScENE II. -A Chamber. 
CAROLIN E, Lovisa, and CuBBa, diſcovered. 
| Louiſa. Well, Caroline, I vow you are almoſt 
ridiculous—tfretting to ſuch a degree about a 
man, that, in all human probability, has been. 
in love with twenty women ſince you parted, and 
may be happily married for ought you know. 
Car. No, no; my Seymour is too honorable— 
So true and faithful is he, that a bliſter wou'd 
appear on his lips ſhou'd falſehood touch em. 
Louiſa. Very pathetic indeed! But for all his 
truth and tender lips, many a good fib has he 
ſwallowed in his life, that was in no danger of 
choakihg him. —Nay, no tears, you know how 
| fincerely I feel for you. 3 „„ 
Car. Oh, Louiſa] where is the ſoul that can 
conceive my ſufferings? The ſun that cheers the 
whole creation, affords no comfort to the un- 
fortunate Caroline. | 


Louiſa. Compare your ſituation with mine, 
and your ſufferings muſt ſeem light—Deprived at 
an early age of my parents, and the ſmall property 

left me, how wretched ſhould I have been but 
for your friendſhip, that procured. your father's 
bounty for an unfortunate orphan, whoſe thank- _ 
ful heart will cheriſh an impreſſion of gratitude 
%%% D, ( 8 
Cubba. Milla, you frettee fo, you make a de 
rain come in poor Cubba yies. 
Louiſa. Oh dear! I wiſh- with all my heart 
Seymgur wou'd come and run away with you— 
Me lead a moſt painful life, for if your father 
| | ſuffers us to go into the Park, we are obliged to 
| | walk ſtately and look directly before us, like a 
0 „„ pair 
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pair of coach horſes newly harneſs'd for a \ ſtate 


day; yer, tho' 1 rally you, I can't bear the 


thoughts of your having this young Iriſhman, 
whom you have never ſeen, and perhaps can 


never Uke; and, indeed, he may not like you; 


but to pleaſe two old fools, you reluctantly take 
each other for better for worſe— hen you d 
rather let it alone. 

Car. Take him! Nover. Were he the moſt 
accompliſhed of men, I cou'd be inſpired with 
no ſentiment but pity-for him. 

Cubba. Miſſee, you pity great man? he n 


good Me pity poor black, he no do good run 


__ away—he'get whip and chain—Why every body 
no be happy like me? 


Louiſa. You only ſay Ge Cults... are 


not happy—You don't love your miſtreſs. | 
Cubba. Deeree me, my mout no big enough 
fort me, ſay how much me love my Miſſa. 


Lauiſa. Honeſt creature! What a pity it is all | 
- your country a'n't as good as you 


Cubba. Good, raw all A read 
great big book, tell him how he can be good 


for all dat, ſome do very bad—Poor black no 


underſtand read Ho they know good from bad, 
when them Maſſa no ſhew them good zample ? 


Louiſa. But, Cubba, what will you do when 


your miſtreſs marries Mr. Colloony and goes to 
Ireland? Tr 
Cuba. Me g too Me leave my 9 
and friend for ſake of my Miſſa Me follow her 
all the world over—Miſla be every. ting to poor 
Cubba. 
Car. How can you, Loviſa, mention ſach a 
L eircumſtance, even in zeſt, when you know my 
fentiments * BEE R 
3 C 2 Louiſa. 


4 
1 
{ 
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Louiſa. Perhaps your ſentiments and mine may 
be ſo congenial, that the old gentleman's ſchemes 


may be defeated, and you be happy with your 


Seymeur ; for however he may rove, a good 


| rt will always return to his Headquarters.” Ty 


Euer Fh ds 


F. Toft. come, cheer up, Liny—Your lover 
certainly will be here een knot ſhall be 
tied tomorrow. 
Car. Dear Sir, don't expoſe your Carline to 
the miſery of refuſing, when nature powerfully - 
informs her; tis her duty to obey 10. Indeed, 
indeed, I never can love this Mr. Colloony. 

Froſt. How do you know? You have never 


A271 


| ſeen him—Why, he is young, handſome, rich— — 


Car. Mention not his I. operas an Sir, for 


my heart 1s engaged. 


Froft. Les, and my word is engage ed—The 


young fellow coming all the way from Ireland on 


purpoſe—A fine ſettlement made on you—Is not 


that better than ſtarving with your Seymour ? 
Car. Poverty with him, Sir, is nnen to a 


palace without him He loves me. 

Froſt. You're miſtaken, its my money he 
bes but he'll never touch a thilling of i Wy that 
1 am reſolved. 

Car. I don't low whit: Jour eefulution. may 


80 but mine is unalterably fix d Dear Sir, I 
have only to entreat you will give up the idea of 
: plunging me in wretchedneſs—Remember that 


you're a father, Sir, and that indulgence ſhou'd. 


ever unite with that name. Exit. 
Cubba. Ah! poor Miſſee, ſne be ſo good 


Still the cry great deal—Bochro do wrong, ee 
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and be happy nobody ought be merry when 
Miſſee frettee. - Exit. 
Froſt. Ay, follow her, you—you—whenever 


| am vext, or in trouble, that angel of darkneſs 
is ſure to come in my way—T tell her every hour 
that ſhe is in a bleſſed land of liberty, that ſhe's her 


own miſtreſs, free as air, in hopes I ſhall get rid of 
her; but ſhe won't ſtir—no, ſhe ſticks like bird- 
lime— Then, that curſt Cymon comes with his 
ſimilies There was nei 1 ck Diggins robbed 
laſt night, by miſtake; for I'm ſure twas my 


houſe they meant to attack. Oh dear! Oh Dear! 


I ſhall have my throat cut! They'll be with me 
to night---Was there ever ſuch a little, wretched, 
58 unfortunate old man! | 

Louiſa. Law, Sir, you frighten yourſelf a 


ſhadows —Why, ſhould the thieves mean to rob 


you? 
: Froſt. I 8 they, did—I know gb am mi- 
fera—No, no, I am happy—you make me hap- 

py you are to me, a—a—a ſun without a fat; 

A- heaven without a cloud! 

Louiſa. This is a change indeed ! You were 
but this moment declaring you were a e 
unfortunate, little old man. 

Froft. No, I am not old -F ifiy « or ſo, no age 


for a man---Liny diſtracts me fo, I am deter- 0 


mined to marry. I may live theſe forty years. 
Louiſa, A pretty proſpect that, for your poor 
wife that is to be (ade) 
#roft. And if you would take campaſſion on 
me, and do yourſelf juſtice——— _ 
Louiſa. Oh, Sir! ifI take compaſſion on YOu, 
I hope you'll do me juſtice! 


FTFroſi. That I will---You know in the Weſt 
Indies I adminiſtered Janice. was there a juſ- 


tice of peace. 
8 Toui i/a. 


1 
| 
\ 


to — ſweet a girl. 
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| Louiſa, Ves; but not juſt now. 

Froſt, Oh ! no, not in office---But the cttle- 
ment you ſhall have, can be equalled by nothing 
bur my love I do love you beyond p 

Louiſa. Don't ſay fo, you wiſh to deceive me; 
a true lover would hang or drown himſelf, break 


his neck, poiſon, or ſtab himſelf in a fie of de- 
ſpair; would you do any of theſe? _ 


Froſt. Ehlif you'U marry me perhaps 1 may; who 
knows what good things Time may bring about? 
| Louiſa, Ah ! there's little good to be expected 
from him---I never knew the old — with 
his ſcythe and his glaſs, bring any thing but 
grey hairs, thin cheeks, wrinkles, and loſs of teeth. 
Froſt, That's true; and you don't know what 

a terrible thing 1t 1s to be an old maid. 
Louiſa. No- nor I hope I never ſhall. (Knack, ) 
Frojt. Hark | there's ſomebody coming 
Will you promiſe me an interview ?--I have ſome- 


thing very particular to ſay to you---We'll be 


quite private---Nay, do now, now 
| Louiſa, Well, Sir, you may expect me. 
Froſt. Oh! my charmer, I'm diſtrafted--- 
Oh (kiſſes her band) acien {- 
Louiſa, Adieu ! I'm much miſtaken, ir I don't | 


cure the gentleman of his love "is before 1 have 
done with him. Exit. 


Froſt. Oh! the loves me, its too Plain---I 


have long ſuſpected it. What a very engaging, 


agreeable, nice, handſome, little ww TL muſt oe, 


* 


Enter Cynon. 


What do you want? Who was that knocked 
at the door? 


Cymon. A man, Sir; he oave me this as nimble. 
as a fencing maſter, and Repped away like a 


dancing maſter. 
Froſt, 


Ae © 


| Fraſt. Oh curſe your ſimilies ! Let me fee, 
from Mr. Colloony---That's delightful ! (reads). 


46 Sir, my anxiety to take you by the hand, can 


ce only be equalled by my paſſionate deſire to ſee. 

ce your amiable daughter, and with the ſpeedy 
. * aſſiſtance of Hymen, ſhall glory in the liberty 
e of being her ſlave-.- The earlieſt moment poſ- 
ce fible I hope to make acceptable ro Mr. 


« Froſt, the devoirs of his truly devoted and | 


ec moſt affured humble ſervant, William Pa- 


ce trick O'Brien Colloony.”---Oh ! he's a fine 


ardent lover ! They ſhall be married to-morrow 
- morning---D'ye hear, Cymon? take care every 
thing is ready for the reception of your new maſ- 
ter. How does my purchaſe come on, the 

coach-horſes, = 1 


Onmon. Troth, Sir, bad enough. They are 
only fit for the crows. One of them, the ſorrel 


horſe, puts me woundily in mind of a lawyer. _ 
Fraſt. A lawyer? How now, how can that be? 

Cymon. Why, Sir, he is well paid for every 
journey he goes; and the other is downright game; 
for he'd ſooner die than run. 


Fraſt. Have done, Sir, or I'll brain you 


This fellow makes me as melancholy —— 


Cymon. As an owl at noon-day—Now, your 


honour, I'm as merry as a mouſe at midnight. 
Froſt. That's always the caſe -I am never cut 
of humour, but you are as pleaſed as—— — | 
Cymon. As a peaſant with a plumb-cake at 
Chriſtmas, or an old lady on her wedding-day. 
Froſt. Will any body take this fellow from me? 
I'll change your tune; I'll make you as ſorrowful 
ag— Fo | 3 
mon. As a young bride with an old huſband, 
Froſt. Oh ! you damn'd dog, where did you 
get that? That's the worſt of all (knock) go to 
the door „I ſay. wank 


mon. ; 
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Cymon. Yes, Sir---I think I am as whimſical 


to-day as a merry Andrews coat. Exit. 
Froſt. That fellow's as bad to me as the gout 


Il can 1 find no cure for him. 


Enter Cymon. 
mon. Sir, Sir---here's a grand gentleman 


dreſſed like a peacock, and talks like a magpie. 


Froſt. Was there ever ſuch an affronting 
ſcoundrel! ſhew him in (exit Cymon.) It muſt 
be Mr. Colloony---I ſay, Cubba, ſend your miſ- 


treſs to me immediately---Oh dear, this is lucky, 


Enter CaROLINE. 


Car. Did you ſend for me, Sir? | 
Froſt. Yes, yes, here” 8 Mr. N can 


be nobody elſe, 


Enter EDWARD dreſſed i ina 2 manner. 
Sir, I rejoice to ſee you+--how do you ? ſo is my 


daughter, indeed, Sir, though ſhe ſays — 
Why the devil dor't you ſpeak He | 


Car. Sir, I---I 
Edward. 1 have got into the houſe at all events, 5 


and muſt truſt to impudence for the reſt (aſide.) 


Froft. Liny, my love, naa, now, do oblige your 
poor father---Sir, ſhe's exceſſively fond of you 
but ſhe naturally expects you to ſpeak firſt, 

Edward. Certainly, my dear Sir---Fond of me 


Oh, ho! then I muſt be in love---Here goes--- 


(aff ide. ) Oh Madam! you're ſuch a beauty, ſo full 
of charms, ſo all over engaging, ſuch a ſhape, 
ſuch a hand, ſuch ſymmetry, ſuch eyes, ſuch lips, 
ſuch ſmiles, ſuch Drs, ſuch love, fuch---Oh ! 
I'm quite out of breath. 

Froſt. Well, dam'me, but he's a conic fellow ! 


How he has gallop" d over the _ girl! I don't 
b 
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chiak he häs much of che brogue—But, Sir, I 


| lay, my 
Edward. Then, hay 28 Sir do but look at 
her foot, Sir A foot proportioned to the body 
the body ſuited to the face; the face ſuited to "ths 
ſoul, the ſoul to the heart, the heart to the mind, 
the mind to—as my friend Hamlet ſays, in his 
device to the Actors, © the action to the word; and 
then ſhe has fo much—Oh dear, oh dear, 1 can 
go no farther—Now to try to give her the 
letter— (aſide. 
Fra. How his tongue does run ! L am afraid 
Liny will never have him, he's ſueh a fool. — But, 
Sir, you confound her with your compliments. 
Edward. Y ou wrong me, Sir; I can't flatter— 
I truly love, I adore; I live for you—I—lI can't 
find the letter (aſide.) Oh, Madam, ſay that 
you'll marry me, or I ſhall curſe my ſtars, go 
mad, and die! 
Froſt. Die and be damm d, for you're the 
ſtrangeſt fiſh I ever met. — I'll ſpeak to my 
daughter, and if— _ 
Edward. Oh! that if has driven me to deſpair, 
for (aſide) I have loſt the letter My peace of 
mind 1s---dam'me, but it's gone! (aſide.) It has 
undone my quiet, ruined me, blaſted all my hopes-- 
Farewell, board-wages, laced liveries, all Joy, 
peace and happineſs! Oh l— 
Froft. Sir, I'll withdraw a. little. to order ſome 
refreſhment, and—-— 
Car. Dear Sir, don't leave n me e wich this wretch, 
this fool! 
Froſt. Don't abuſe him, Liny;* tis your charms 
have made him a little A = they had 
D du 
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in about mects Mr. Fro feen! mur- 


bim doun. 1 op6s 1 
e and 8 


dut his wings before they had let him any, for 


he's the wildeſt Iriſhman ] ever e a Exit. 


23 Cr. Sir, I 3 I ſay--- - : | 
-- Edward, Stop, Madam, 7 8 fake 1 5 


am Edward; y maſter, Captain Seymour, zs 


in town. 

415 Ha! can, ic he? My Seymour in Eng- 
Eduard. Yes, N am, and has ſent you 
o: | (harebingfar Her. 0 

Lene 12 Euter Peer. „ 


PR 


1 Hef. 1 coil like leaving my child with this 
wild Iriſhman. Eh! Egad they feem very 9 — 


| ] 1 liſten. 


ward. Dear, dear, 1 have certainly left it : 


in my other clothes - But the circumſtance is 


this, Ma' am- My maſter, this morning, ſaw your 
father, and on finding you were in town, wrote 


| a letter, which I undertook to deliver to you. 


£4 #45 


[Mr. Fxosr comes between them, puſhes CARE 
N -EbyaRp continues telling be of the Leiter.] 


155 But I have, unfartunately miſlaid. it 1 ean aſ-. 


fure-you he loves you as much as ever, and if 
wou'd but write a few lines, to ſay that Foy 


you wou 
love him, he'll run away with you, in ſpite” of 


that cruel eurmudgeon, your father, and---(turn- 


4 . Fo * IS TRE 4 


"Frof." Thieves | Cymon? Thieves. Knock 


; Edward. Les, Sir, (aan Cymon Ann as be 
Froft. 


AONTOK ' 'F A. REG N 


Fre. Oh ! Murder! "Thieves 455 - Cymon ! ! 
G We Mons as . as a e 
Froſt. My poor fellow 1 Go ſhut the door, 
and be ſure to bolt, lock, and chain it But ſee 
that impoſtor out of my . 
Cymon. Yes, Sir---I'll ſee every thing as ſafe 
as a guinea in a miſer's purſe. 
Froſt. Oh! curſe your ſimilies !---I muſt go 
myſelf and ſee every ſecure, [Exeunt, 
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x IRISHMAN IN LONDON 


FOES 


Enter Lovisa and CAROLIxE. 


Car. THANK Heaven I know my Seymour 
is in England] have heard enough to 
convince me he ſtill loves me; and conſtancy's 
the only proof of true affection I hope he: may 
deviſe ſome means to free me. 
Louiſa. If he did not, I am ſure he ſhould not 
have me. A ſoldier! and in love! and to be 
| afraid of ſuch a little old fellow as your | father ! 


Enter Cy MON in haſte. 


Cym, Ma- am, he's come; Mr. Colloony; Lord, 
I am as much out of breath as a trumpeter. ; 
Froſt. 4 without) Walk In—walk i in, Sir. 


Enters with Cor LOONY, 


I am overjoyed to ſee you---Walk ; in, Sir, walk 
in, Ladies---Ladies, this is Mr. Colloony ; Sir, 
my daughter and her friend Miſs Bellmont. 

Cell. Ladies, your moſt obedient (/alutes them) 
This warm and kind reception is truly flattering, 
and impreſſes me GT" with the idea of my 
| future. happineſs. DE 


ral. 
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Profs. Oh! I'm ſure you'il be very happy 
There s a huſband: for you, Liny ! Is he to 1 
compared to your captain? 

Car. No, indeed, Sir, I don't think he is--— 
Froſt. That's a good girl--- Well, Sir---You 
mall be married this morning---Oh dear---And 
how is my old friead, your worthy father, and 
1 1 family? What ſort of a paſſage had 

vou? I ſuppoſe you were very much fatigued 
after your journey? Will you have ſome reffeſh- 
ment Oh! I'm ſo happy, come tell me all. 


Coll. All Upon my honour, he aſks all, and 
will hear nothing—Sir, I left my father and all 


the family very well, as his letters will acquaint 
ou ſay, Dill, bring up that parcel, Dill. : 


Enter Munrocn, with a Portmanteay... 8 05 


; Murt. Here, Sir, here; Arrah, Maiſter Par 
don't be calling me Dill, myſelf can't bear it, its 
making ſo little of one. My name, Ladies, ſaving 
your preſence, is Murtoch Delany; and tho 
Maiſter Pat's my Maiſter, I don't know who the 
devil made him my god- mother. 

Coll. Get away, firrah ! Sir, you will find by 
theſe peepers the liberality of my father- - He 
gives me his whole eſtate while he lives, and 
makes me heir to all the reſt when he dies. 


Murt. Oh, the devil burn the blade of graſs, 


' *horſe, cow, ſervant, or any other fixture upon 


the eſtate, even to the value of a ſucking Pig. 


but will be all his own. 


. Froſt. Oh ! r m too happy; you hall be united 


directly. 
1 thould' think myſelf unworthy, indeed, 


* if words cou'd expreſs how much I feel indehted 


to 1 * before 1 had the felicity of 
ſecing 


> 2 3 
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ſeeing the lady ; ; I could think of nothing elſe; 
and ſuch an effect had the deſcription of her on 
my mind, I decleer I could not ſleep 4 wink oa | 
dreeming ot her?. 

Froſt, Here, here's all 8 ſettlement ; 3 1 am 
ſo overjoyed. I ſcarcely know what I ſay or do; 
but you did not tell me n fort. of 2 paſſage 
you had. | 

Coll. Why, Sir, they dad it vas a a good one, 


but I was Geck uf it. 1 


Murt. Sick! Arrah, 1 vere kilt, my+ 


ſelf was quite dead, I was alla called to the 
captain to ſtop; ſtop and put me out, ſays I; non- 


ſince, man, ſays he; if I put you out, it will be in 
the water, and then you A go to Davy Jones. Oh 
thank'e, Lourſee, ſays I, it's time enough for me 


to go and live wich — . when I am 


dead in earneſt. 


Louiſa. T hen you are dor fond: of _—_ fea, 
Mr. Colloony, . 4 
Cell. No, indeed, Ma'am; ik they'd give me 


the fineſt eſtate upon earth, I, could! not live 
in it with any enjoyment on-board a ſhip... 


: Froft. But come, are not the towns, through 
which you came, worthy of obſer vation? 
Coll. Certainly, Sir; your manufactories are ſo 


aſtoniſhingly greet, they prove at. once, the wonr 
derful induſtry and wealth of your nation. 


Murt. Ax your pardon, Ladies; I'll tell you : 


could fee three times as much as Maiſter Pat, Fl 
J ſlept all the way on the outſide of the coach, and 


the geri a manufactory I ſaw. equal to our own. 
Och! if you could only look at the oyſter beds 
in Poolbeg, the Foundling or the Lying- in Hoſ- 


actories. 


Fas at Dublin. 10 are the i ork of x er 


by fl Al 
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All. Ha, . ha! 
Murt. Faith you may n but I am fan 
chere can't be better manufatirys in the world, 


than thoſe that provides comfortable lodgings, : 
and every other ſort of bread and meat, for poor 


craters that can't provide for themſelves. 
Coll. Hold your preeting, fixraks Leedies, I hope 
12 excuſe him. 
- Froſt. They are getting into e In 
= try to keep them engaged; but Mr. Colloony, do 
now favour us with your opinion of our country 
and an account of your journey. 
Cual. Tas a very pleaſant) journey, rravelling 
here is much better than in Ireland. 
Muri. C{afide) Oh, murther, eber ;r 
Coll. The roads are ſo very excellent, the inns 
ſo large, and the mile ſtones ſo regular— _ 
Murt. Och! Maiſter Pat, don't be running 
down our country; myſelf can't bear it; you 


know the roads are a thouſand: times better in Ire- 


land; Ladies, the miles there are three times as 


long as they are here; and then the devil a half 
mile can you go, but there's a beautiful wooden 
mile ſtone; I'm ſure 90 the time we left the hill 


of Houth, till we got to that ſpalpeen place they 


call Holyhead, the devil a bit of land I ſaw 


but what was all covered over with water; N 
travelling deed ! _ 
Coll. ee or: ſroundrelyi ; leave the room, 
1 ſay. 15670 A 
uri. Sir ? „ Al „ e 
Coll. . Sir. os F 
Murt. Leave the room, you ſay, Sir? 2 'Ob, 
mighty well; there's more o'the yarn } bad tra- 
255 I'll fay nothing before the company, but 
if ever I forgive this Ladies. your moſt 


| OR . 


e 
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| engaging converſation 0 E.. of mutterirg ) 71 ne- 


ver can forgive this. Exit fonging. 


Freſt. Tour farher; im this: tener, ſeems par- 
ticularly: anxious that the marriage ceremony 


ſhould be performed as ſoon as poſſible; now I'm 


deſirous! it ſnould be ſo too; what do you ſay, Sir? 
Coll. What do I ſay, Sir? why I ſay, aſk the _ 
Jady ; deem it the happieſt moment of my life! 


He muſt be covetous indeed, that could form a 


viſh beyond what f Is here to be Kant. e 


ta Loaiſa .. 
Prop. Liny, n auger — an eleg 
polite well · bred man? A*n't you ſurpriſed at 


 Joiced---The licence is ready---l u go to — 
0 twelve; we. wave 


Coll. I am forced to et mpkBariys Bur . 
Br on my punctualitvy,  twebve. In that parti- 


rſon ; it muſt be done beſ 
t an hour and an half. 


cular we have the advantage in Ireland---The 

moment Cupid's arrow pierces, Hymen's torch is 
in a blaze, and the reverend Gentleman, at any 
hour, leads conſenting hearts to the temple of 
bliſs . The ceremony over, Ceres preſides, Mo- 
mus attends, and Bacchus crowns: the feaſt, 
while the reigning toaſt; is, May the nuptial 
bower be ever adorned with roſes, and the preſent 

couple be rr greeteſt and beſt pair in 


\. 


Europe. W Exeutt with, Froſt. 


Louiſa: Caroline, how could you treat Mr. 


 Colloony i in ſuch a manner; you ſcarce looked 


nut him. Are not you on the very brink of ma- 
trimony? Todifappointhim now, what wouldthe = 


oa 
Ns A 


8 as 0 , $5. * I + 
\ [1 * r : L. p ; 
* * * 1 9 1 * "OG _ 4 +% oF 5 M4. 4% t 
3 > 2 4 a : T'F Fi 4 * © '& 13 8 r * * 9 * 17 
* F 1 3 „ . g © "> 7 = s * wet # 
y 4 * : ” « 
* 
- 4 we Es; C 4 . 1 : * 9 N 5 18 * * Nr v4 i 1.4 * 
5 NN bl E $6.9 n is 97 9 
- * — . 9 8 * 4 * 4 * * 


1 
4 wi OE * . WT. 
© 38 1 by AT + 8 Sx Max 5 3H. «a 2 > 
** % A ? , : 6 HE 37% 4 4 
% : 1 p 
; Fc 43 * 
2a *. „ * 2% at 5 * 8 * 2 1 4 
e . ws - IN. EF 
ad 
15 * 
9 * A 7 L ul * 
25 N 10 13 WAG — . 


= - 


A FARCE. 33 


third Yet diſappointed he ſhall be, and 1 am 
in no dread of what people may ſay- The truly 


virtuous mind makes itſelf judge, and, ſatisfied 
within, ſmiles at that, common enemy, the world, 


Enter F: ROST. 


Fraſt. Tame girls, prepare ; Louiſa you ſhall 
go to00---You ſhall be bride's maid. Hadn't you 
rather be a bride ? 
Louiſa. Why, Sir, I can't fay I ſhould have 
any objection. 
Froſt. Oh, charming! you make me young 
again---Egad I begin to think---oh dear---go 
and prepare, for Mr. Colloony will return di- 
rectly. (Exit Louiſa.) Oh the lovely ſweet 


Enter EDWARD ſinging. 


Froſt. Well, Sir, what doyou want? 
Edward, Sir, I—a—beg pardon, Sir, I believe 
J am come to the wrong houſe: 
Froſt. Then pray, Sir, goto the right houſe, _ 
Edward. Ves, Sir. Exit ſinging. 
Freſt. Do, Sir. Cymon, who is that AS 
He had but an ill look, methought—Shut the 
door there Now Liny, my love, be a good girl; 
I'm fo pleaſed, that I ſhall — you an additional 
hundred pounds, for you to 


Enter EDpwarD. 
-He here again ! I thought you were gone to the 


right houſe? 


Edward. This is it, Sir. Pray did not a gentle- 


man of the name of Colloony—I got that from 


the Irifh ſervant ( aſide ) 80 + of this houſe a 
_ time my < T 
7} E Froft, 


ow? 


GLO mm + 
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Hol. Yes, Sir; but if you want him, he· be 
back directly. 
Eadtward. No, Sir, he will not—A. fad acci- 
dent has happened to him. 
Froſt. Mercy on me, I hope not. 
Edward. Truth indeed, Sir—1'll tell you oe 
particulars—At the corner of the next ſtreet a 
entleman attacked him—Sir, ſays he, you are 
a villain, then drew his ſword, and puſhed vio- 
lently at him—thus, Sir, thus Madam—thus, 
(puſhes the letter over Froft's ſhoulder, which ſhe 
does not notice) Oh, the blind creature. 
Fraß. Dear me, how unlucky ! I wiſh he was 
return'd—I hope he is not hurt. | 
Edward. He is, Sir, yes, he is—Tt's rather = -- 
| odd place. 
Froft. Where, where ?—Is it in a mortal part! 4 
Edward. It's in the back, Sir—In the back, 
Ma'am, in the back Dam me but ſhe'll die a 
maid' (He turns his back to her, and the letter is faſ- 
tened to it; ſhe takes no notice of. it ) and fo Cap» 
tain Seymour, Man 
Froſt. Oh ! that curſt captain! | 
Car. Captain! What was it my 
Froſt. No, no, it was not. 
Edward. Yes, yes, Ma am, it wag—a—— 
Freſt. (topping his mouth ) No, no, ſhe muſt 
not know he is ſo near her. I don't think, at 
leaſt, I hope it was not Mr, Colloony. 
Edward. Yes, it was, Sir. : 
* Froft. Why, how was the gentleman dreſs'd'? 
Edward. Why, Sir, he had a ſcarlet coat on, 
a riding habit, Sir, he was in boots, and had a 
cockade in his hat (fixes the letter over the cock- 
ade and puſhes towards her, which ſhe takes.) 


Fel. And 1 iS Mr. Colloony: ? tell m. 
| Edward. 


4 
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Edward. Why, Sir, as ſoon as Captain Sey- 
mour ſaw the blood trickle from his antagoniſt, 
he jump'd to him, took him in his arms, 
thus, and carried him to Dr. Julep's this way. 
Car. Bleſſed contrivance, tis from my He y; 


but how to ſend an anfwer ? If I go to my room, 


Edward may be gone before I can write---What 
ſhall I do? Invention aſſiſt me (writes with ber 


Pencil on the letter.) 


Froft. But what did the Doctor : Did he 
think him in danger? 


Edward. Why, Sir, we hope not---He probed 
the wound, and after muttering a great many 


gallipot phraſes, that none but the brethren of 


the pill-box underſtand, he pronounced him out 
of danger, and ordered him to be put to bed, his 
ſtomach to be fomented with a---2---baſon of 
un and -= 
Car. If this does but ſucceed-¶ aſide) Sir, 
Sir, this fellow's an impoſter---I'll let my 
honoured father know your villainy---Sir, while 
you were hſt'ning to his ſtory, he forced this 
letter into my hand; but to ſhew how I regard 
the writer, there take his impertinent ſcrawl 
back again (throws it on the ground. 0 


Edward, The art of man won't prevent her 


| being an old maid---Ma'am.-- 

Froft. Oh, you damn'd dog; let me ſee it, my 
dear---We'll throw it into the fire, and this fel- 
low out of the window. 

Car. No, Sir, 1 cannot wiſh him a eater 
puniſhment than to return ** letter juſt in that 


manner. 
* a2 dard. 
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Edward. Here's, uſage for my poor maſter--- 
but, Ma am, is there nothing for---or by way of 


Froſt, Oh, you want ſomething, do you? II 
ay you; there's wood upon wood Come along, 

| [27 and if ever I catch you jn this houſe again, 
I'll leave you no more brains than a fiddler. 
| Lum. 


Enter Munroe ( ſinging ), 


Och whiſhey, it's you that's my darling, 

It's you that keeps me on my fret; 

Ando ten you cauſe me to flagger, 
enever we chance for to meet, 


Maiſter Patt, I'm come to deſire that you 
will---a---Oh, he's gone! It's well for him -I 
was juſt going to diſcharge him he vexes me 
ſo when he ſpeaks congrumſhouſiy about 
the ſod---I won t, for I can't bear it---I have 
made Cymon blind drunk in love with Ireland--- 
I was telling him all about it, and he oy up 
my intelligence like a gentleman; to be ſure ne 
mixt it a little, for he emptied the beſt part of 
two bottles of port, that Mi gave to make. 
much of me, and there he lies ſtretched on the. 
floor, ſnoring as quiet as a ſtone in a wall. I'm 
quite up---I'm almost: corn'd, faith, with lucking 
at him drinking it. To be ſure I'm not the 
naaty—T wiſh I had ſomething to do—that ſome- 
body would affront me, or a fine young lady 
fall in love with me—or ny divarting accident 
| of that nater. : 


Enter CUBBA. 


Cubbo. You want ſpeak 2 wi me * ? 
Mart, 


A: Ahr if 


' Murt. Och hone, what's this? Sure the crater 
wou'd'nt be in love with me—She 1 1s, ſhe is! 
And I am ſorry for her but ſhe can't help it 
Honey it won't do Now don t think of it —a 
vurneen. ; | 

_ Cubba. Me no underſtand you. | 

Mur. She does not underſtand me—What s 
misfortune it is to want larning—If your ſchool- 
miſtreſs had been a gentleman, ſhe'd teach you 
the manners to ſay you did, whether or not. III 

larn you to ſpake good Engliſh when. my maſter. 
marries your young lady, 
Cubba. Me hope me not live till den—Me ſure 
Miſſee break her heart, and me rater” die den ſes 
t., 
Murt. Oh faith, if you "tis you won't ſee it to 


be ſure—May be you'll hear of it and that will 
be the ſame ching—Miſs A—troth I eget your 


name. 


Cubba. Me name Cubba, ** me only ſo many 


year old (holding up her fingers) when eroſs 


Bochro man catch me—me going walk one day, 
did take me from all my friend—me ſhall never 


ſee dem again But Miſſee ſo good ſince ſhe buy 


me, me no wiſh to 80 back, though”. my fader 


great King. 
Murt. Pooh, pooh, be aſy, Miſs Cubbagh !— 


That's being too ne farher * 


King? | 
Cubbu. Is. 
Murt. Oh! it's King of the Morice- niger 


f ſhe manes; ay, ay, that fellow had a black. 


face I ſaw him yeſterday. 


_ Cubba, No, no; him live at de Gold Coalt. 
 Murt. Where? | 


Cubba. * de Gold-Coall--Now nobody 1 
| you 
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you ſhut your eye, me tell you ſomething dat 
make my heart open in two. But you look ſo 
good V ou not be angry with Cubba. 

Murt. Oh! the devil an angry Il be, —I never 
was angry with one of the fair ſex in my life _ 
There, honey, my eyes are pos on—now 
the devil a word 1 can hear. 

Cuba. Me love a you dearly but me no want 
you love me dat be very wrong—Your face 
white, me poor negro- me only tell you make 
me eaſy, den me pray for you be happy. 

Murt. IJ knew it—I knew it Black, brown, 
green or yellow, I bother them all Oh! Murtoch, | 
you murtherer of beauty. What are you about— 
but the milk of compaſſion riſes: within me for 
poor Cubbagh—! wiſh ſhe was not ſooty Who 
knows—may be the journey will bleach her— 
Troth it's a ſhame your miſtreſs never found out 
that fellow, that advertiſes to whiten ladies hands 
and faces, the limping Jew, he'd make you fair 
as a daiſy. Och if you had even a bit of the vio- 
lent ſoap, honey. . 
Cubba. No matter, my colour, if me to 

right—Good black face be bappier den bad 
white. 

Muri. Troth and I believe ſhe may be the 
daughter of a king, for ſhe has the mind of a 
prince If her face was but as white as her _—_— | 
ſhe'd be a wife for a pope. c 

Cubba. You tell a man fine ſtory about your 
country, me like to hear, 

Murt. Och honey! ſhe likes my hiſtory, ſne 
ſweet crater, ſhe's choaking with ſenſe; then you 
ſhall have it— Tou know I left off at the Ex- 
change—the next is the P alias wouſs, but | 


8 
27 
. 
wi 
* 
«by 
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F ” 
1 ſuppoſe you heard of che chimneys ſerring the 


walls afire and burning every ſtick of them—the 


live pillars all run away, but the dead ones 
ſtood there, as if they were determinedto ſupport 
it as long as they liv'd—I muſtgo to my maſter 
immediately—But I'll tell youall in a bit of a 
Planxty. | | 


Sor. Murtoch. 


you'd travel the wide world all over, 

And ſail acroſs quite round the globe, 

You muſt ſet out on horſeback from Dover, 
And ſail unto feeet Balinrobe.. 

*Tis there you'll ſee Ireland fo famous, 
That was built before Adam was breech'd, 

Who liv'd in the Reign of King Shamus, 
Z'er he was at the Boyne over-reach'd. 


CHORUS. 
With my whack fal de ral, &c, &c. Se. 
O the Land of Shillelah for me. 


There youll ſee Ulſter, and Minſter, and Leinſter, 
Connaught, and ſweet Kilkenny likewiſe, 
_ That city where firſt, as a ſpinfter, 

1 open'd theſe pair of black eyes. 

In this town there is fire without ſmoaking, 
For a penny you'd buy fifty eggs, 

And then there's ſuch wit, without joking, 
And rabbits without any legs. 
. With my whack, &c. © 


There you'll ſee my anceſtors glorious, 
The ſons of the brave O's and Mac's, 
MN do died whent&er they were victorious, 
And after that ne er turn'd their backs. 
Our heads are flout and full of valour, 
Our hearts are wiſe and full of brains, 
In love we ne er bluſh nor change colour, 
And the ladies reward all our pains. 
Mitb my whack, &c. 


Saint 
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Saint Patrick is ſtill our protector, 
He made us an iſſand of ſaints, 
Drove out ſnakes and toads like an Hector, 
Aud ne er ſhut his eyes to complaints. 
Then if you would live, and be friſty, 
And never die when you're in bed, 
Come to Ireland, and tipple the whiſkey, 
And drink ten years after you're dead. | 
With my whack fal de ral, &c. &c, c. 
The Land of Shillelah for me. 


. _ 


SCENE——A STREET. 
Enter SEvMouR and EDWARD. 
Edward. Oh, Sir, your miſtreſs is like all of 
them—well, he that thinks to hold a woman, will 
find he has got an cel by the tail-—There's your 
letter again—T har's all the anſwer I could get. 
© Seym. My letter! 'ſdeath, you raſcal, is this 
your boaſted cleverneſs? Did you ſee my Ca- 
roline ? | © 
Edward. Yes, Sir; and after many efforts, 
at laſt I gave the letter into her own hand, and 
her father in the room. But ſhe returned it juſt 
as you ſee, and is poſitively to be married this 
morning. LE. 
Seym. Unlucky ſcoundrel ! 'tis to you I owe 
all my misfortunes; by liſtening to your wretched 
paltry ſchemes, I have loſt all that was dear to 
me onearth ; but you ſhall injure me no more— 
all the puniſhment I can at preſent inflict, is, to 
diveſt you of my property and diſcard you ſo _ 
ſtrip, Sir, and never let me ſee your face again. 
—Eowae, Sir? — 


Seym, 
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Sem. Gall a coach, Sir, throw the clocked into 
k, and be gone—Strip, I ſay, 
Eaward. What, Sir, in the ſtreet? I ſhall catch 
cold, Sir. 

Seym. Do as I deſire you, raſcal, or- 
"Edward. Yes; Sir, yes—coach—co—Lerd, Sir 

you are joking. 
Sem. I am ſerious, firrah=Do as I order you; 
—no words—but— 
Edward. Yes, Sir, yes—Here's gratitude q 
who the devil would be a footman now, I wonder. 

There, Sir, there's your coat, all the reſt is 
my own. 

Seym. Quit my fioht—and here, Sir, take this 2 
letter as your reward. | 
Edward, Oh! Sir, virtue is its own reward— 


I book for none.---Eh! what's this? Ha! 


kind fortune, you never deſerted me. 

Seym. What is the fellow loitering fect 
with he'd aſk for his coat again (de.) 

Edward. Sir, I have one favour to beg before 
I go ; will you be fo kind, as Juſt to look at the 
outſide of that letter? 
Sem. Look at (zaking the letter) Ha! what's 

here? (reads) © This is the only method I have 
e to acquaint my dear Seymour, that 1 am ſtill 
ie the ſame; my heart is wholly his.” Tranſ- 
port! (Kilſes the letter) my charming 
Edward, A hem! A hem! | 
Seym. My dear Edward, what ſhall I ay to 


you? 
* Edward. Nothing, Sir; you ve ald enough - 
Tis to me you owe all your misfortunes. © 


| Seym. Nay, nay, put on your coat. iP 
5 : Edward. 


— —— 
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ber ud be a damn'd bad ſervant, 
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Edward. No, no, Sir ; get another fervant.=-= 8 


I'll never: 
Seym. Nay, for Heaven's ſake, Edward-—-T 


own I have been raſh. 


Edward. Raſh ! to make me ſtrip here i in the 5 
open ſtreet, and expoſe me to all the wor — 


( walking about.) 


Seym. (following him ) But, Edward, do put 
2 on your coat. | 


Edward. Not I, Sir, Ldefviſe a coat—when 
there's no money in the pockets,. 


89. (gives money 1 ow, my gear fellow, T 
have d one. .- 


Edward. Lord, Sir, I have done—Money 
and a good place have ſtopt greakeF; men 's mouths; 


than mine.. 
Seym. Take your coat and put it on. 


Edward. Ves, Sir — A little of y youk Alftance, 


if you pleaſe. of e 
Seym. My affiftance 1 1 1 8. 
Edward, Yes, Sir; dam'me if I put i it on 

without it (Seymour belps him. on with his coat). 


I have often aſſiſted you on a ſimilar ech : 


ſien. 


Its well you're a gentleman, Sir. 
Seym. Why? 
Edward. You make. a very good maſter; ; 


Enter CUBBA. 


. 


cuba. Maſca bring a my dear 1 Midee 
to make her marry great man —She lend, a 


IN Bos | — 
_- 


me 


> 


Seym. Well, come, only think of my. anxieey ! 1- . 
Edward. Who would not be a fran wen now.? 


5 , ** 


5 . Madam, 1 take 
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1 Why, FITS no man a her father. 
Cubba. No; chum chum meet her at de. 
church, 
Seym. Never let che conſequence — 
Edvard. Here they come; Let 8. 1 
a. little Come, Cybbs, and mind what I lege 
( they r 
Enter Frosr and Tae 6 one on each fi 4. 9: 


Froſt. Dear me, the time is getting rapidly 
over, and [ dread that fellow's having any more 


8 ſchemes to bamboozle and cheat me But Ithink 
if he does now, he muſt be cunning me on, 


Linn. - 
Car. Why, Sir, how very ridiculous you'll 
make yourſelf and me in this buſineſs Fou ſee 


plainly, Mr. Colloony won't be here---Pray, 


Sir, put it off till to-morrow, = 

Fraſt. No, no; I am certain he will be here--- 
Egad, yonder he comes---Louiſa, your turn 
| ſhall be next---T'o-morrow, we'll---Oh dear! 


Enter Col looyv and MoxrTocn, D 


Call. I hope, Sit I havn't kipt you weeting ; 
=(adareſſng himſelf to 


THe.) 
' Edward takes Cubba's hand, /ips Caroline's 
gently away, and puts Cabba' þ in its place, un- 


der Froſt's arm. 


 Froft. Mr. Colloony, don't be aſhamed to be 


ſeen with your wife before marriage--here ſhe-- 

Oh the devil! 

Murt. Arrah! is it my own little daffy-down- 

_ dilly 
AY er! Arrah be aſy! 3 


Froſt, 


ou want, Maiſter Pat, to bring home ? Oh 
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Frol. Oh, thunder, indeed! What hocus po- 
eus is this ? : 

Coll. Sir, I take your dau ghter as the greeteſt 
gift this world can be 

Frofl. Take her ! where will you find her? 2. 

Coll. Here, Sir- This Lady 

Froſt. That Lady ! No, no, no; the is no 
daughter of mine---She is engaged She is— 

Oh Liny !—Why don't you purſue and bring 
back your wife that is to be ? This poor girl has 


no fortune. 
Coll. Why, then, 3 its very lucky I have enough 


for us both—And if this lady will make it more 
by ſharing it with me, its all at her ſervice. What 
ſay you, Ma'am ? | 
Louiſa, Why, Sir, a—there is a certain graces 
ful aſſurance about ſome men, that women are 
ſtrangely bewitched with—I own that is my caſe ; 
and would ſay, © here's my hand ;” but I fear 
you'll cenſure me. | 
Froſt. Oh! dear! Oh! Was there ever ſuch 


a a wretched little old man ! 


Enter SEYMOUR, Conor and Eowand. g 


Car. Dear Sir, I can't bear to fee you ſo miſe- L 
rable Be reconeiled; and our future conduct ſhall 
prove, that ta make you happy, is all we wiſh. 
Froſt. Ah, confound you all! I'll never yet 

ſtop; ſince Providence has ſo far interfered— 
twould be preſumptuous ary longer to oppoſe 
your happineſs—She is your's, Sir, with a good 
fortune, and the bleſſing of an affectionate her. 

Louiſa. Ay; now you look like the good na- 
tured little man I always conſſdered vou. — 
Let us be friends. 7 | 
Pu a | 
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 Frofl. With all my ſoul I muſt love you 
Give me your hand At my time of life, I thin 
it's much better to be a good friend, than an in- 

different Ra 1 : 
Murt. Faith, your right, old gentleman—But 
all our great joy and happineſs, will be nothing 
but downright grief and miſery, if the hands of 
all our friends do not loudly whiſper in our ears, 
they have no objection to the © IRISHMAN 


IN LONDON,” — | 
* „ THE END. 


